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[ONE PENNY. 


A STUBBORN QUADRUPED. . 


“ As the Skunk seems to have an unconquerable dislike to timber-topping, Poor Pa has very reluctantly been compelled to scratch it for the Grand National 
Steeplechase this year. Nevertheless, not to be unkind, Dad has given his thoroughbred another chance of redeeming its character. But, to use a vulyar 


CONCERNING SYMPATHY. 


—But to return home half an hour later and find your‘ ok] dutch’ half mad with 
the torture of a raging tooth, is an outrage sufficient to drive @ man anda husband 


_ “There is no passion so little amenable to the laws of logic as sympathy. If, for 
instance, in the course of an afternoon call, you discover pretty little Mrs. Mantrap 
‘fering from a slight headache, how poignant is your grief, how sincere your 


to the Blue Pig for the remainder of the evening. 
4nguish, bow profound your sympathy ! —Sloperian 


Philosophy, Vol. xiii., Chap. 47. 


expression, the Skunk ‘was not taking any,’ and politely, but emphatically, protested against being taken out in the cold by refusing to budge aninch. This 
conduct very much disgusted Papa, and he now threatens to send the animal to the nearest cat’s-meat purveyor.” —Toorstg. 


THE TRAGEDY OF CHARLES LAMB’S LIFE. 


On September 23rd, 1796, a dreadful thing happened at 
No. 7, Little Queen Street, Holborn. 

A portion of this house was occupied by Mr. John Lamb, 
the father of Charles Lamb, the humorous and kind-hearted 
essayist, The old man was almost imbecile, the mother an 
incurable invalid, and Mary, Charles's sister, was subject to 
tits of insanity. 

The family were in poor circumstances. Charles earned 
but little as a clerk at the East India House. “In the 
morning of hia life,” says Edmund Ollier, “he had sickness, 
imbecility and mania for his companions; and with the 
education of a scholar and the tastes of a gentleman, he 
possessed little more than the means of a day labourer.” 

On the day mentioned above a dreadful domestic tragedy 
occurred. The cloth was being laid for dinuer, when Mary 
Lamb was suddenly seized with an uncontrollable and an 
unaccountable fit of frenzy, and after finging about the 
things on the table, clutched a knife, stabbed her mother to 
the heart, wounded her father and almost killed an aunt 
who was paying them a visit. Charles, with ditticulty, 
dragged the knife from the clutch of the wretched manic, 

The police were sent for, an inquest held, and Mary, of 
whose madness there was no doubt, was for some time con. 
fined in an asylum. Charles was, at that period, in his 
twenty-second year, and Mary was several years his senior. 
When her fit of frenzy had passed off she was released frum 
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confinement upon her brother giving asolemn undertaking that he 
would watch over her; and for thirty-eight years he did so, tenderly, 
unceasingly. . 

The taint of insanity was in the family blood. Charles himself 
had once, for a short time, been insane, and in the last year or so 
of his life was “odd and strange.” Yet this was the author of the 
“Old Margate Hoy.” “Chimney Sweepers” and * A Dissertation 
upon Roast Pig.” ‘That he kept very lite hours and drank a great 
deal is very certain. We read of him shaking Wordsworth by tho 
nose instead of by the hand when he met him at a friend's house, 
and crying out, * How d've do, old Lake Poet?" Other stories as 
foolish are related by his biographers respecting his doings late at 
night; but all who knew him well loved hin. He was a feeble and 
delicate man, we are told, and two or three glasses of wine would 
often overcume him for a time. 

With his sister he moved about from one place to another, and 
in 1817 we find him lodging at 20 Russell Street, from which he 
writes to Mixx Wordsworth: “We are in the individual spot we 
like best in all this great city. The theatres, with all their noises ; 
Covent Garden dearer to me than any gardens of Alcinoiis, where 
we are morally sure of the earliest peas and 'sparagus ; Bow Street, 
where the thieves are examined, within a few yards of us. Mary 
had not been here four-and-twenty hours before she saw a thief. 
She sits at the window working, and casually throwing out her 
eyes she sces an concourse of people coming this way with a 
constable to conduct the solemnity. These little incidents agree- 
ably diversify a female's life.” 

Mary was at most times sensible enough, and often showed much 
cleverness in helping her brother with his literary work, We read 
“The history of the Jong association between brother and sister, 
broken from time to time by a fresh accession of the fatal malady, 
is one of the most touching things in fact or fiction, When it was 
evident that the fits were coming on, Lamb and _ his sister would 
take their desolate way together over the fields to Hoxton, walking 
hand in hand and often weeping bitterly, he provided with a 
straight waistcoat in case it should be needed, she docilely sub- 
mitting to a restraint which she had sense enough to know was 
imperative to prevent a repetition of the old tragedy.” 

nce only, in his sad life, he raised a cry of weariness. This was 
when an old servant died, and one of Mary’s fits of insanity coming 
on she had to be removed to the asylum, and Charles was left alone 
in the house with the corpse. “ My heart is quite sick,” he wrote, 
“and I don’t know where to look for relief, Yty head is very bad. 
Lalmost wish that Mary was dead.” 

She survived the brother whom she had loved and who had 
devoted his life to her for some years ; but she became a contirmed 
lunatic, and was placed permanently under restraint. They were 
buried in the same grave. 
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LAITEST. 

[No copy has, up to the time uf going to press, been received from 
Mr, Sloper, Jun.—MASTER PRInten.] 

(Neat week, * Madame Tussaud.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
- ete goed wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Many thanks, A DURBAN READER; Glad you get your 
“SLoPER” there. Any stationcr’s, ALADDIN; Doesn't reall 
matter where. Much obliged for sketches, BARNEY. Very pleases 
to hear it, GRACE. Just at present, A. H. BURTON, ALLY cannot 
spare the space. Very happy to, CLopnoprEeR; But the let are 


out of print, Cannot tell you, INTERESTED ; Jt was always of 


that tint. Sorry, Jims, we cannot use them, Much obliged for 
relic, K1t, Calumay, of course, ADMIRER ; SLOPER docsn't care 
abit. We had seen the cutting, JARVEY; Thank you for it. all 
ai Better see a lawyer, HULLITE ; He'll advise you rea 
claim, 

——eawrs 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Laper in the World, 


forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. &d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE,  LEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards wall be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE La Banque. 
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NINE OCLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of ~ Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with hia or her death in‘a Hailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ALLY SLOPER'S ITALF- 
Slouipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published thronghout. the 
United ly eg every Wednesday morning at 9 «clock, and the 
Jnanrance lasts one aeck from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


Muggins, What's the matter, old man? 

Juqgina, Why. the wife has given way so terribly to dipsomania, 
that I've been obliged to call in a doctor, 

Muggins (who thinks he would like to know the cure), What does 
she take? 

Juggins, Any mortal thing she can lay her hand on—from 
methylated spirits down to ginger wine, 


* 
WHEN the House of Lords is abolished, 
Deterinined, defunct, demolished, 
Then the Peers patrician and polished 
From that Chamber perforce must tice, 
Rut plebeians, this action doing, 
Will soon be their folly rueing : 
For that House. in the days ensuing, 
Willa PEER-LESS Chamber be! 


s 

Young Matron, Yes, dear, 1 consider you're a very lucky girl to 
have won him; but there's one great advantage you seem to have 
overlooked. 

Friend, What is that. love? 

Young Matron, His mother died in his infancy, 

Friend, Oh, 1 don't think I should mind a mother-in-law. 

Young Matron, Perhaps not ; but you see, he'll never be able to 
brag about her cooking. *° 


MMe, Well—er—no, you can hardly call her loud, exactly ; a little 
pronounced, perare 
She. H'm! very badly pronounced, I call her, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper 
No. 565.—The “ Armenian" Costume. 


THE LATEST SWEETMEAT. 


What it may come to if the 
weather only lasts, 


“Have you given the goldfish fresh 

A dget?” “No, mum; they 

haven't finished the water I gave ‘em 
last week.” 


She, Oh! do make haste, Mr. Lovhead, and put on my skates; I have promised 
to skate with Mr. Grubbist this afternoon—and here he comes ! 


“Degor! I wish we could have the 
cold weather in the summer whin it’s 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. eo hot, and the hot weather in the 
No, 46.—Fowler. winter whiu it's so cauld.” 


afc 


(Saturday, February 23, 1595, 


Sulesman, { should recommend this lamp, sir, fitted with ou, 
patent safety attachment. 

Mr. Aarons, Take it avay, young man, take it avas. Do Yon 
think I gif up purning gas and insure all my vurniture, aud pay 
lamps vot there ain’t no danger! Young man, vhere is your s,.. 
of pusiness? 9 “ 


De Boozer. 1 can't make out why it is, old man, that when y,, 
want to get tight you don’t remain at the club and get drunk Dis 
a gentleman. ; 

Lushington. The fact is, dear boy, that I can't afford it. 1 fin, 
that by going down Fleet Street with a judicious mixture of String 
“houses” T can get boozed about an hour and a half soone; {o; 
nearly half the price. *,° 


A SHOULDER-pad and a chest-}ad.— 
The masher will purchase these. 
And he'll also obtain the best pad, 
Called a knee-pad, for ailing knees. 
But (with all the pads that the masher buys, 
And with all the pads he hires), 
At the dead of night, as he homeward hies, 
A FOOT-PAD he never desires ! 
se 
s 
Mr. Grumbleton (after the usual matutinal lecture). Allow 
me to remind you, Mrs. G., that “man was not made to live 
alone. 
Mrs. Grumbleton, No, 1 suppose not. If he did he'd have no 
one to grumble at. °° 


HE was a young man with long hair and literary tendencies ; she, 
a bashful country miss at her first dinner aces “ Do you care for 
Browning?” he asked, as the entrées vanished and the joint mad. 
its appearance. “ Well, I don't know,” she said critically, conscious 
that here, at least, was a subject she was at home on, “I ritier 
fancy you can make just as good gravy with a little burnt sugar,” 
And then she wondered why he was s0 silent. 

ses 
s 

é banal Friend, And your boy Jack, did he do anything at 

xfo 

Father. Oh, yes ; all the tradesmen in the town who were fools 
enough to trust him, os 


Fa seyer Well, yes, Smith, of course you may attend the 
funeral of your aunt ; but—er—this is the fourth you've buried in 
n fortnight, I believe? 

Clerk. Yes, sir; it’s the frost that’s carried them off, sir. Very 
trying for old people. 

Employer, Quite so, quite so; well, you may go now. But, 1 
say, Smith— 

Clerk, Yes, sir. 

Employer. Be careful you don't fall in, the ice is not so safe as it 
was, 


A MERRY maiden will not be 
By tiffs and tantrums smitten 
When her sicectheart says to her that she 
Is “a naughty little kitten.” 
But the self-same maid will raise her head 
With pride and pique must haughty, 
Then go and weep three hours in bed, 
If her mother calis her naughty ! 


Adolphe. Congratulations, my dear friend. So your duel ended 
without bloodshed on either side. 

TTenri, Alas, no. 

Adolphe (in surprise), But I saw your adversary strong and 
well less than an hour ago. 

Henri. Yes, yes; he has escaped unhurt. But I, I—I shot my 
second, “* 


IT was of a little dinner to certain of his political supporters 
given by a Mr. Brown that the reporter wrote; “ The toast— Mr. 
Brown '—was drunk at the commencement of the proceeding:.” 
But when the report appeared, it read: “The host—Mr. Brow:i— 
was drunk at the commencement of the proceedings.” And we 
don't wonder that that gentleman came round to demand an 
explanation with a club, °° 


Young paereehene: I say, dad, tell me what is a “superior 
woman” 

Old Sharpshins. A_superior woman, my son, is one who know: 
all about men’s follies, vices and weaknesses, and has never 
forgiven her Creator that she wasn't born a man. 

ef 
* 

Housewife (with lisp). Now, jeth you thift away, my man, or! 
thall have to give you a bit of my tongue. 

Tramp. Pity you can’t, mum; it’s a good bit too long for your 
mouth as it is, *,° 

“YES, he's enormously rich, 1 believe; made all his money in 
few weeks, I understand.” “In ! astockbroker, I suppose: 
“Oh, no; he was a plumber. There was a month's frost the 
year he started in business.” _» « 

s 


Smythe. That was a very spirited specch of Lapper's the other 
night, wasn’t it? 
Browne. 1 believe you; he had eight whiskies before he coull 
find the necessary courage. ee 
s 


A SON by hia father was penniless left, 
And he didn't tind fault with his portion! 
A clergyman poor, of his living bereft. 
Found no fault with his grievous misfortune !! 
There dined in a ca/é a gentleman, who 
Found no fault with a fly in hia gravy!!! 
But I ne'er knew a dame with a servant or two 
Who could fail to find fault with her slavey. 
ss 
s 
Conductor of Amateur Orchestra, Ahem! you do not seem to— 
er—appreciate the efforts of our vocalists this evening. . 
Our Brutal Representatice, Well, I can’t say Ido. The fact is 
your tenor is all-tuv base. ro 
= 
Friend, That was a wonderfully smart thing you did, gettixs 
out the result of the great prize-tight one minute after it finished 
in America, Everybody's talking about it. How the deuce dil 
you manage it ! Oy 
Sporting Editor, Ah! my boy, that's a secret ; but I don't mind 
telling you if you promise not to breathe a word to anyone. Th" 
fact is we found out beforehand which of the men had arravzr 
to luse. eer 
2 


Farmer (taking visitor over his fields), The couch grass is my 
great trouble. 


Visitor ( pointing'to heaps of it burning). Glad to sce that yo" 
make light of your troubles A 


HOW TO SAWE MONEY. 


READ 
WARHAWKS; 
OCOr, the Mysteries of the City, 
And learn the tricks of Fraudulent Advertisers and Bogus Compan'c 
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Saturday, February 23, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AND ARTHUR. 


—_~—_ 

Iv seems as though history and poetry had gota bit mixed up 
when the historian and the poet got ns far as Arthur. 

Then the dramatist stepped in 
ANN, and gave the pudding another 
4 big stir. 

pocoedinng to John Wade's 
“British Chronology,” Arthur 
died at the age of 90,and he 
was 79 when his queen began 
flirting. The age of the queen, 
however, is not given; neither, 
by the way, is it stated when he 
got married, but it is said that 
he spent 75 years fighting, 
which evidently shows that 
Guinevere had a good deal of 
spare time on her hands. 

According to the Lyceum 
- version, Arthur and his good 
* Indy are younger, but yet 
~ Arthur is old, and a good deal 

- Absent in mind and body from 
his chimney corner, whilst Sir 
Lancelot is, on the contrary, 
much round about. Husbands, 
nowadays, it seems to me, are a 
deal more tyrannical than the 
were in the olden times, more’s 
the pity. 

Cleverer le than 1 am 
must decide whether Kiang 
Arthur is what our great 
grandmothers would have called 
a moral play, and I can hardly venture to say what the broad- 
brimmed cleric and prowling prude of may think of 
Queen G, Our great grandmothers or great-great grandmothers 
were familiar with the names of royal ladies who were not alto- 
gether above suspicion. These were, for instance, Queen Caroline, 
und the Empress Josephine, the wives of George the Fourth an 
Napoleon the First. Neither of these were too delicate and refined. 
_ Even to-day we read strange things about remote royalties, say, 
in South Africa ; whilst, with us, the middle class, the frank out- 
spoken records of the Divorce Court has shown us that even if 
the House of Lords were abolished a certain residue of friskiness 
mizht prevail among the humbler ranks of society. 

But what I am trying to get at is the wisdom of the choice of 
the subject. Be it a king or a counter-jumper who is betrayed by 
his missus, king or counter-jumper comes off second best, and can 
only by a miracle avoid the ridicule attached to the pauvre mari 
of French farce. Well, somehow, Mr. Henry Irving makes a kingly 
King of Arthur in spite of drawbacks, and has several very 
eilective situations, of 
which he takes full advan- 
tage. I must confess, 
though, that there are 
several characters in which 
1 like our Henry better 
than that of Arthur. Me- 
nhistopheles, for instance. 

t seemed to me that the 
character was either 
created for Irving, or 
Irving created for the 
character. 

King Arthur is interest- 
ing, a pos acted, Lame 
v well stage-ma: an 
the scenery is gra! “i Mr. 
Hawes Craven has con- 
tributed a most delightful 
piece of forest scenery, 

tter, if possible, than 
anythin he has yet done, 
while Mr. Harker's Great 
Hall at Camelot is also a ; 
fine piece of work. 1 notice 
that scenery is but rarely 
referred to by the common 
or garden critic, except in 
the case of pantomime 
transformations, and it is 
doubtful whether it is not 
sometimes unnecessarily 
elaborate. For instance, 
among the notices I read of the last production at Daly’s I saw no 
mention of the wonderful ceiling and floor in the ball-room, which 
must have cost hundreds of pounds. Not one in a pundret, I 
should think, realised that what they were looking at was solid 
stu! and not painted canvas. 

In the “palmy days” of the drama, the Dook Snook tells me, 
some funny ay occurred. There were no revolving scenes, 
lights were not lowered for changes, and a couple of footmen 
fetched away or brought on chairs and tables in the sight of the 
audience, who systematically derided them and passed withering 
criticisms on their personal shortcomings. I am afraid that a 
theatre that carried on their business in this way now-a-days 
would be very poorly patronised. 

The staging at the Lyceum is always of the best, and the stage 
management perfect, and you certainly must not miss the chance 
of seeing King Arthur. 

Lut the acting! Well, that it is good it is almost unnecessary 
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ating Artw: MR, H. Invixa, 


Guinevere: Miss E. TERRY. 


to assert. Whenever is it otherwise at the Lyceum? Miss 
Terry, as Guinevere, is charming, whilst Mr. Forbes Robertson, 
R who I sup will soon be 


opening a theatre on his own 
account, as actor-manager, 
has a splendid chance as Sir 
Lancelot. As Elaine, Miss 
Lena Ashwell is graceful and 
sympathetic, and Miss 
Genevieve Ward was forcible 
as Morgan Le Fay. 

Of course there are a num- 
ber of other characters, all, 
by the way, capitally inter- 
preted, but I think I have 
mentioned the principal of 
them. 

The expense of such a pro- 
duction as this must be very 
great, for now-a-days dresses 
ure quite as costly as they 
seem to be, and the minutest 
details are most carefully 
carried out. 

In the case of modern dra- 
mas, you must have noticed 
that many newspapers 
lately | elaborate details 
. respecting the smart frocks 
worn by the leading ladies. 
\ This, years ago, was not the 
\ ‘\\\' case in Paris, and the fashion- 
NN ! \ pene on lowes the 
Sir Lane-lot: M RBES Rovenrsox, modes of the stage. Now-a- 

ala days Paris ploy fashions 
from London, and the fashions come from the London stage. I 
wonder who pays for those wonderful frocks. Is there anything 
done in the way of advertisement ? 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


— 


SLOPER's PILLS are made from the prescription of an 

minent Physician ehapaag in the West End of London, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atiections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious. 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


4 Brooker Street, West Brighton, October 24th, 1894, 
DEAR Sins,—I feel it a duty to let you know that I will and have taken 
the SLOPER’s PILLS, and have been quite free from the distressing headaches 
I suffered from so much for many years, [| ehall recommend them to all my 
friends, Yours faithfully, SUSAN NORTON, 


The Hollies, Pembroke Square, Kensington, W. 

Messrs, GURDEN & Co, October 26th, 1894, 
GENTLEMEN,—L think it is only an act of common fairness to you to write 
and tell you how much I have benefited by SLOPER'S PILLS. Like many 
another good Christian, Iam subject to occasional attacks of bile, and durin; 
one of these a chemist recummended me to try SLOPEH'S PILLS, I did so with 
most satisfactory results. Since then, at the slightest sigu of bile. I fly to 
Sloper’s pill-box, and the enemy vanishes rapidly. ‘The price, too, is ridiculously 

low, and places them within the reach of the humblest. 

Faithfully yours, PAUL MERITT. 


5 Marine Square, Brighton, November 6th, 1894, 
DEAR Srrs,—I have much pleasure in recommending SLOPER'S PILLS as 
being the very best liver medicine I have ever tried. 
Yours faithfully, H. FIELD. 
Messrs, GURDEN & Co. 


41 Harberton Road, N., November 7th, 1894. 
Messra. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe BC, 
Ledeen Sirs,—I have found SLOPER'S PILLS 80 very good that I have 


mi in testifying to their excellent qualities, and hops they may meet 
with all the success they deserve. Yours faithfully, W.H, ARCHIBOLD, 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


$8 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A PHILOSOPHER. 


Mrs. MUNKINDUMMITT raised herself upon her elbow in bed 
and listened attentively. Mr. Munkindummitt, whose head and 
shoulders were thereby denuded of the a premon- 
itory . But Mrs. Munkindummitt's fears been aroused, 
and she continued to listen with a pained expression upon her 
face and her left hand to her ear. Presently a creak, or a squeak, 
or a bang, or something settled it; she shook her inferior haif 
vigorously by the shoulder, 

“Hullo! hassama!” 

“ As sure a8 my name's what it is, Henry, there's burglars in the 
breakfast parlour ! ’ 

Mr. Munkindummitt, who had partially rolled over and opened 
one eye and ear when first disturbed, uttered a disgusted grunt, 
and rolled back again. 

“Well, if ever there was such a man in this world!” ejaculated 
Mrs. M., with an amount of alarmed surprise which only her sex 
can exhibit. “Hi!—Henry—there'’s burglars in the breakfast 
room, I tell you!” 

th a po as of long-suffering, Henry turned over and 
opened both eyes. 

“M’ria,” said he, only half awake, but quite resigned, “ you say 
there’s burglars in bre'f'st room. Well, s’pose there are: what're 
ye howlin’ about, d'ye want ‘em up here?" 

“ But they're probably robbing us.” 

“ Heaven help ‘em if they are! For the only things down there, 
bar the carpet which won't come up and the furniture which is 
hired, is that cast-iron plum-puddin’ yer sister sent us, and the 
bottle o’ paraffin whisky you gave one-and-sevenpence for at the 
grocer’s. If they only eat and drink them, why, it'll be money in 
our pockets, for we shall get a dollar apiece as witnesses at the 
inquest—why, it’s only a fool of a woman as woyld disturb 
"em!" 

And when morning came and it turned out to be only the cat 
Pheri - mice in the fender, the brute actually roared with 
laughter 


THE LAST ’BUS. 

It was the last "bus for the night, and so she had to ride in it. 
Last 'bus’s are no “catch” as a rule as they generally have a 
regular set of undesirable customers, and particularly those which 
carry home the wicked night newspaper men from Fleet Street. 

“Stand up there at the top, miss, I've got three over my number 
a’ready,” said the obliging conductor, and the fair one, guided by 
many a chivalrous hand, planted her back against the reboard. 
The young man who sat in the offside top corner gazed into the 
maiden’s eyes, and his look was a look of love. 

“I'd give you my seat, miss,” he whispered, ‘ but to tell you the 
truth, I’ve got a beast of a nail in my left boot that sticks into my 
big toe when I stand up, but—er—I've got sisters o’ my own—sit 
on my knee?” . 

It was so nicely done that she hadn't the heart to refuse ; she sat 
on his knee. Two seconds later the sporting editor of the Shue 
Lane Searchlight jumped on, and the funny man of the "bus, who 
was sitting next to the polite young man said to the newcomer, 
“ Here—I've got brothers of my own—sit on my knee.” Of course, 
all the brutes—including the low-bred, vulgar conductor—laughed, 
especially when the witty snob cracked the joke again on the 
entrance of the exchange editor of the W hg Street Whangee. 

By this time the “inside” was a bit packed, but Maude 
Millicent was happy, and when at last she spotted Sloane Street 
corner through the clouded windows, she said, in an undertone, as 
she smoothed her crumpled draperies : . 

“Thanks, so much, but whatever shall I look like when I get 
out?” 

The bold, bad, but polite one gave her tiny hand another squeeze 
—though not a parting one—as he replied : F 

“Like a very ordinary commodity at the grocer’s.” 

“ And that is——” : “ : ; 

“Crushed sugar,” he whispered in her ear, “I'm getting out at 


Sloane Street tuo.’ 
e 
a .. 
3 i 


AVENGED. 


== 

SHE was still beautiful—this woman they had fished up out of 
the river and brought to the hospital te die. Beautiful. though 
want, care and ill- 


NN ces 
ness had wrought SN ae == 
a sad change in ! SNE Nee 


her wan features, isp \ , 2 

And there was a oo 
aman there who 
knew how great 
was the alteration 
—Edgar Hard- 
wing, the clever 
young surgeon 
who was making 
such a name for 
himself at St. 
Peter's. It) was 
he who bent over 
her, it was into 
hia eves the girl 
looked when she . 
awoke from the 
long spell of 
fevered delirium 
that had sapped 
what little life had 
remained in the . 
poor enfeebled 
frame — awoke 
only to die. 

* Edgar!” 

The exclama- 
Meng heed i - 

er like a gla = 
cry, as her eyes Ried aps 
rested on his face, then, as awakening reason asserted itself and 
the flood of recollection rushed upon her, a low moan escaped her 
as she pressed her hand to her brow fearful, yet half hoping, that 
this m ght be but a continuance of her disordered dreams. 

“ Edgar,” she whispered at length, “why did they save me; why 
didn't they let me die?” 

“Hush ! Mary,” he said, vely, “don't peak like that naw,” 

She looked sharply into his face. “Ah!” she cried, “1 under. 
stand ; I am not to live. 1s it not so, Edgar?” 

He bowed his head in silence. 

“lam so glad, Edgar,” she continued, wearily, “so glad. It is 
over now ; at last.” 

She lay back on the pillow with closed lids, but in a few minutes 
she roused herself to ask : 

“ You—you know all, Edgar?” 

“ All,” he said, beat 

“ And can you, will you, forgive me, Edgar, bale ad that Iam 

seas eae > dying?” 

pre: The tears rushed 
into the man’s eyes 
at the piteous words, 
= the doubting, im- 
ploring glance with 
which she accompa- 
nied them. 

“Forgive you!" 
he cri: “Mary, my 
=-—my_ darling, can 
ou doubt me? 


Know you were 
_ _ tempted, Mary; I 
X\: 7 know all the lies, the 
‘ base trickery that 
that villain brought 
to bear ; I——” 
“No, no,” she in- 
A terrupted, “all that 
vz : does not exonerate 
Mf Nt HNC | me. You loved me, 
iy } 
i} 


ce ESE ae 


i! ealmly and delib- 
liJ| erately of my own 
will, cast it aside for 
* Forgive me.” gently. “Tell me, 
The said, after 

a panse. “he, Colton, has deser—has left you, has he not?” 

“Yes,” she said, “it is months ago now. I—lI have tried to Ly 
Edgar, to work honestly, but it was so hard, and I was so ill an 
weak I could bear it no more. Say you forgive me again, Edgar ; 
1 have been punished, indeed I have.” 

Two great hot tears splashed down upon the sheet as he bent 
over and kissed her on the lips. She understood, and thanked 
him with a faint smile. A moment later the troubled soul had 
gone to seek a Divine Pardon. 

* 


* « * * e 

The platform was very crowded when Dr. Hardwing joined the 
waiting throng of passengers. People were returning from the 
theatres and other amusements, and their idle talk irritated him 
toa kind of frenzy. The events of the day had ill-prepared him 
for another shock, but he got it, when turning to reach a less 
crowded part of the platform he came almost face to face with a 
man in a_ fur- ° 
trimmed coat, idly 
smoking a cigar 
and humming a 
cheerful little op- 
eratic air. 

Hardwingturned +-~. 
hastily, a peculiar * = 
look upon his face. !-- 
“So soon,” he 
muttered,“ so soon. 
I could not have 
hoped that he 
would cross my 
path to-night.” 

A distant rum- 
ble, a movement 
amongst the 
crowd, and the 
lights of the ap- 
proaching _train 
appear round the 
curve, The man 
in the fur coat 
stands on the edge 
of the platform. 
Hardwing is close 
behind, the crowd 
rush and struggle 

hind, Suddenly 
the doctor stum- 
bles, falls forward 
heavily, and a fur- 
coated figure rolls on to the line just as the engine sweeps into the 
station. 

“ Accidental death,” said the jury, with o long rider about the 
overcrowding of platforms and the danger of standing near the 
edge. Dr. Hardwing smiled grimly as he listened. He alone knew 
that the law might have called it—Murder 


60 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, February 23, 1895, 


TRUE AFFECTION. 


“If not certain of a firm footing on ti, 


oz : iver’ to be foe, never skate before your lover. An 1). 
She (who ts vather tired uf her aamirer’s attentions), Dear me, Jenny. How supremely happy you should be, Maud, a 
“Oh, Adolphus! what a thoughtful tusband poor Mr. yea _— ae ites chick, Bal E sea eg ace a penis so seri ie pre or way chi i i, ag shal poe ged -) —— Lesa suet ul 
3 fort: te; why, he insured his lite le. Ah, I.see have mace a lit 31 ; . In a : 1 ul g he's 
ave hein just before the ooaicady failed.” : till eleven to-morrow night. Jenny. Why, with yourself, to be sure! Extract from Letter of Youny Lady, 
0% Miss Sloper will be delighied to receive photopraph from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—T. J. LIPTON, Esq. 


of her friends whose portraus have not yet been inserted. : 


G eS 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


Ga 
do, i: 
war, 
and 

Wha 


“Can't you leave that bottle at home for once, S.?” inquired Mrs. Sloper, when the — my own in Germany, Denmark. and all the leading continental places ; have ‘mixers’ 
Eminent was starting to interview Lipton, the “Great Food Provider,” at his here that will turn out forty chests of tea in seven minutes, or two hundred tons per 
exteusive offices in Bath Strect, City Road. “For why, my love, for why? week; just bought a street close handy where I am building a large cocoa manu- 
‘Unsweetened’ taken im moderation this blizzaretic weather is comforting.” factory; do a big bacon trade—iu the smoke room there are now 40,000 pieces 
“ Because you might bring a few-samples of his tea and tunings away with you, and hanging; make sausages by the mile ; will tell'em to put i Pe few hundred yards for 
you oughter make room for ‘em.” A. SLOPER drew the bottle from his pocket, you to take home to the little ones——" “My dear Ate. p—" “Pigs are put 
removed the cork, placed it (the bottle, not the cork) to his lips, where it remained _into a receptacle at one end of the room, come out sausages at the other; have five 
until the base pointed skyward, and then handed it to Mrs. Sloper.—(1) Her lust machines working by steam capable of turning out two and a half tons of sansig3 
words were, “ Now, don’t forget them samples!" x x x x——(2) “Come to interview daily; consider I have paid the largest duty in the Clearing House; do a big trade in 
me, eh?” said Mr. Lipton, as he hurried into his private room, where A.SLOPER was = my Lew jam—real jam—English jam—factory in South London ; have an average of 
waiting for him, notebook in hand. “I ham, Mr, Li ; and if you can give mean 300,000 customers per day; have fifty retail stores in : do an enormous 


me hour or so I daresay we——” “I can give you five minutes, Well, you see,my export trade, and advertise in thirteen ea, So, you sce, as I previously 

No. 379.—Miss MABRI. CARRUTHERS. business is at present in its infancy. I employ 900 handg, besiles 200 in my printing —_ remarked, the business is but just in he tatoos, Hullo! time's up. Good day. 

“ Alas! Low fevvle words to paint her loveliness :* offices in Glasgow—largest printing office in the world in connection with a firm of —§ MR..SLOPER!" and he was gone.—13) A. SLOPER staggered and _—_) 

—The Vook Snook, this.description—print all my own labels, ete., some in colours; my tea is sold in And would have faiuted had not a nent attendant ut that moment bronght him in a 

“For T am captive to 1ove's mystic spell !°- —Lord bob, every railway station in India, and in most of the refreshment rooms and stores, also cup of Liptun’s tea. A. SLOPER don't take kindly to ten asa rule, but under the 

“Qh, that 1 bad the heurt to learn my fate!" in every store in South Africa, besides doing a large trade in Australia aud South —_cireumstances——(5) A. SLOPER was dead bent when he got home with his samples, 
—The Hon, Bully. America ; am the largest tea aud coffee planter in the island of Ceylon; have storesof and says if he had thought of it he would have chartered a Pickford. 


“Wi 
Swallor 
Jour fi 


McNAB DISTURBED. 
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“ Cot Youvasvers AP 


OATH Mle GS 


a 


Water . a “ ee SD. 
iy Q Who VAS + Say . Goward 2 
G 


‘\ 


The Pale -Laureabe 
ey 


Cacliate: Costume C for loath 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Good morning, have youn—— We mean, have your pipes burst yet? Quite a festivity when they postboy's passed away. The last survivor of his day :—The County Council fight is still The leadin 
do, isn't it? Some of hes look as miserable as if one had the vine bers in fora week. Stepthis «tem in the bill :—Tu take his word we a Seto be Y Thou he roundly foppagted abused :—Misfortune 
wary, all of you, please. I’ve got something here that will cheer you up. There now, be seated, pray, on the house would fall, Were lost the luck of Eden Hall :—Right merrily upon the enow, All 
and PH ring up the curtain: ’Tiras Emma Bussey had to pay For acting in thia watery way s— dinen the frozen hill t¢ go.—There, if you aren't satisfied with that you can have your money 
What, make him Laurcate and let Mim turn out odes against “the wet ?:—* Old Johx," the returned at the doors. Ta, ta, till next week——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


yt 


CANDID. 


“What d'yer say? Scorbutic? were look as if you'd 
fwallowed @ box of fuzees, and they burst out all over 


Jour fuce,” Client. Mr. Winkle in 


? 
Clerk. No, sir; gaid he'd be back in five minutes, Takea 


chair. 
Client. How long was that ago? 
Clerk. Yesterday—lunch time. 


\ 


J 


| ee ne 
ei UYffnm 


The Model's Little Sister. If yer please, Mr. Minnicker, my 
“ster’s gorn a-skating this ‘morning and can't come; 80 she's . Sh, That girl's like a music book --full of airs. 

‘ent me instead, ‘cos she says I shall do as well, ‘cos it’s only for © And am I really the only girl you ever loved ? The Captain, Yaas, 1 wish they were airs with variations. 
4 tery little pickcher, © Well, | can't say that ; but you are certainly the only girl I love at present.” Eh? Ha,ba 


— 


rs: 


ALLY-CAMPANE., 


—— 


THR coming County Council election will doubtless be watched 
by Londoners generally with amore than usual interest. Of 
course We must one and all 
admit, to whatever political 
party we are attached, that 
the present majority on the 
London County Council 
have done a vast deal of 
szood for the Metropolis, 
but against this we have tu 
set the Puritanical, Prudish, 
Paul Pryish disposition 
affected by certain members 
of the Council when dealing 
with the Music-hall licences. 
McDougall, Lidgett and 
Co. professed themselves as 
being cocksure that their 
constituents were hand-in- 
hand with them in this in- 
terfering policy. A. SLOPER 
has nlways doubted the 
correctness of this state- 
ment, but the problem will 
be solved by the electors 
themselves befure many 
weeks have transpired. 


a 

The North London Ilar- 
riere have just been pre- 
sented with a very fine Cup, 
from Messrs. Gurden & Co., 
the Proprietors of Sluper's 
Pills, According to Mr. Thomas H. Bull, the Hon, Sec., the 
members are very proud of the Prize; and what is more sutis- 
factory still, they swear by Sloper's Pills, 


“THE Legend of St, George and the Dragon,” in seven pictures, 
by Sir Edward Burne Jones, may now be inspected at McLean's 
Hay market Gallery, next the Theatre. You should see them. 


s 

Music a la Mode is the descriptive title of Mr. Corney Grain's 
new sketch. To say that it is funny and clever sounds but faint 
rraise, for is not everything done by this inimitable artiste that? 

ou who know and love your Corney may guess what he does 
with a subject affording so many opportunities, Go to St. George's 
Hall and hear him. °° 

THE Fancy Dress Ball given by the Haydn Musical Society at 
the Portman Rooms Jast week was a big success. Despite the 
chilly weather and the attractions 
of skating, there was a numer- 
ous attendance, and many of the 
costumes worn by the guests 
were strikingly original and 
picturesque, eGooseley sug- 
gested that A, SLOPER should 
goas a lighthouse, his proboscis 
would come in so well fora 
beacon, but this idea hte of 
coyrse, indignantly scou by 
the Ancient, who, in the costume 
of a cavalier, created the usual 
havoc in many a feminine heart. 


s 

THE difficulty of obtaining a 
sufticient supply of water has 
puzzled numerous __ localities 
during the frost. What bosh! 
It's the difficulty of obtaining 1 
sufficient supply of whisky t 
worries us here at 99. 


= 
FOLLOWING the example of the 
Empress Frederic, A. SLOPER 
has graciously commanded Mias 
Koecker, the only feminine sur- 
vivor of the ill-fated Zibe, to 
eines at “The Sloperies,” 99 
Shoe Lane, and give a pereonal 4 
narrative of her adventures, 
Probably the Eminent’s commands miscarried, as up to the time of 
going to press not the slightest Rotice has been taken of them. 
s 


HUNDREDS of larks, the newspapers tell us, have, unfortunately, 
succumbed to the poverty of the weather. It's a matter for regret 
of course, but we're glad to say that the Larks/ of 99 Shoe Lane 
. iiveties than ever, Dear, dear! what a truly wonderful ha'porth 

t 


As during the cold weather the pangs of hunger are sharper than 
ever, and not having the needful with which to purchase provisions. 
the Hon. Billy has requested Mr. Charles Morritt, as a personai 
favour, to put him into a trance until the balmy winds of summer 
blow once more, *.* 


A. SLOPER and party had a splendid day's cat shooting in the 
well-preserved covers of Court Mildew last week. With his usual 
generosity the Wreck forwarded the entire bag to oue of the local 
soup kitchens. “° 


It is not very often that Miss Letty Lind gives her numerous 
admirers the opportunity of seeing her graceful figure encased in 
the habiliments 

enerally affected 

y the sterner sex, 
but after seeing her 
impersonation of a 
boy in An Artist's 
Mudel we feel con- 
vinced that Miss 
Letty is positively 
doing herself an in- 
justice in not don- 
ning the masculine 
costume more often 
than she does. There 
can be no doubt of 
the success of .1n 
Artist's Model, and 
the play should 
most ass ly run 
through the winter 
season, The com- 
pany isa very strong 
one, including, as it 
dloes, the names of 
Letty Lind, Marie 
‘Tempest, onors 
Braham and Lottie 
Venne, and Haydn 
Coftin, Eric Lewis 
and W. Blakeley. 


“THE * difficulty 
of finding a flat in 
London is daily on the increase,” says a ladies’ paper. Funny 
now, this is just what Iky Moses told the Eminent only last 
week. wher, trving to borrow half a dollar of the Old "Un, 
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THE management at the Alhambra have evidently no intention 
of letting the grass Fx under their feet. Their motto seems to 
be * Enterprise,” and enterprising 
they undoubtedly are in most of hn 
their undertakings. The pro- Q A 
gramme they are at present run- (ar { 
ning will compare favourably with a ya 
that of any other variety theatre ‘y?. S 
in London, and besides the two (4,¢ Q 
ballets and a splendid series of 
Living Pictures, some of the best 
known artistes on the music-hall 
stage are engaged at this establishment. 


s 

THE Mildewed Mound hos this day 
conferred the “ Award of Merit” upon 
SERGEANT GEORGE ELLIson, because 
he's the Champion Reerwiter of the 
British Army. _ “¥Feyther,” chortled 
the Cerulean - Eyed Corporal, “the 
Sergeant deserves well of ‘is country, 
seein’ as I've ‘eard ‘e's pi more 
recruits into the service than any other 
man on the job. They tell me it's ‘is 
powers of persuasion that does it; what 
n pity you can’t git ‘im totry and Induce 
you to keep off the ” But the 
Aged had heard enough, and the wild 
shriek that followed told that he was 
taking his usual prompt vengeance. 


= 

THE Shoe Lane pipes burst last week, and it was all hands to the 
pons for a spell, we tell you. Many gallant deeds of daring might 
recorded, but an overweening modesty has ever one of the 
leading characteristics of the Sloper staff. Mention, however, is to 
be made to the Royal Humane Society of the heroism of the 
Foreman Office Boy, who swam across the builing torrent and 
saved the life of the Deser Assistant Publisher, just as he came 
up for the last time. As Chevalier says, “It's a-freezin’ now,” and 
we don’t want to go to Niagara Hall, we've got a real ice rink all to 

ourselves,” *\* 


PRINCE BISMARCK is reported to have remarked that he would 
sacrifice both titles and honours, could he but find a perfect cure 
for rheumatism. A. SLOPER would go even further than this. 
Could he but rid himself of the painful complaint he would give up 
“ Unsweetened ” itself—for a time, 


A ONE mile championship race, inaugurated by the Sloperian 
Skating Association, and brought off in the tlooded grounds attached 
to the “ Mildeweries,” Battersea, resulted as follows: A. SLOPER, 1— 
the rest nowhere. ee 

s 


ONE of the latest discoveries is that baldness is a sign of success. 
he absence of bair from the scalp, we are told, often indicates 
great intellectual powers, 
and few men, it is argued, 
are to be met, with any 
tendency to baldness, who 
have not le some sort 
of success in their own 
sphere of life. bald 
muper, it is pointed out, 
8 alinost as scarce as a 
dead donkey. We don't 
know anything about this ; 
we haven't taken in the 
water gruel and skilly nt 
the Big House ourselves, 
though there's no knowing 
when we shall have that 
experience. But really, 
thts tan of te pene 
lea oO e t. 
of the bald-headed.. Just 
look at SLOPER, for ex- 
ample. ‘eye 


WHEN do the Govern- 
ment intend to move on 
the question of the Unem- 
ployed? Perhaps when Y 
the cold weather has des. :, 
troyed about three parts of 
those who, through no 
fault of their own, cannot 
obtain employment. If 
anything ix to be done it 
should be done at once, and it is the duty of every Labour M.P. 
to pester Ministers until some definite promise is ob from them. 


Two of the survivors of the Elbe are talking of bringing an 
action against the North German Lloyd Co. in consequence of the 
cowardice of the crew of that unfortunate vessel. Surely, when 
men are face to face with a cruel death, it is rather hard a make 
the employers responsible for their conduct ! 


- s 
THE Pavilion Giant, it is asserted, consumes at dinner alone two 
and a half pounds of beef or mutton, besides several other articles 
of food. We wonder what those boarding establishments who 
advertise full board and apartments at a guinea a week would 
say to a guest of this description t 


Cj s 
Mr. NEWson SMITH, the head of the syndicate which rules over 
the destinities of the Tivoli, Pavilion and Oxford Music Halls, is 
ay convinced that certain Artists are in receipt of remuneration 
entirely out of proportion to their performance, He therefore, 
determined to start a crusade against big salaries. SLOPER 
wishes Mr. Smith every success in his undertaking. 


s 
TOBOGGANING ia a form of amusement that, owing to the fact 
that we don't often get a winter like the present, can rarely be 
indulged 
in in this 
country. 
This year, 


with 
Canada, 
Switzer. 
land = and 
other snow 
visited 
countries, 
a ad ie e 
sport - lov- 
ing Briton 
has not 

slow 
to avail 
himself of 
the oppor. 
tunity. On 
certain 
snow-covered inclines the novel sport has been indulged in merrily, 
even a butcher's tray being pressed into the service by one enthu- 
viast. It's fine sport when the toboggan makes a safe journey, but 
Mer consequences of a spill are, to say the least of it, anything 

ut pleasan 


[Saturday, February 28, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MARCH 32ND, 1895, 
——a 


24th February, 1775. — Charles Lamb, the deliz), 
easnyist, was born this day in the Temple. tn 1809 he waa ee 
at 4 Inner Temple Lane, which he says “looks upon a gloo:, 
churchyard-like court, called Hare Court, with three trees aud. 
pump in it. I was born near it, and used to drink at that putup 
when I was a Rechabite of six years old. 


25th February, 1889. — Messrs. Sotheby, Wilkinson an, 
Hodge commenced this afternoon, at their rooms, Wellingte. 
Street, Strand, the sale of a selected portion of the Earl of Huy. 
toun’s library, removed from Hopetoun House, near Edinbur,i,, 
There was a large attendance, and good prices were realised, 1'},,. 
library was rich in MSS, and early printed books, including th. 
Mazarin Bible. The Bible is in two volumes, folio. Sir Joi, 
Thorold’s copy sold for £3,900, and_the Earl of Crawford's fo; 
£2,650. When this book was put up Mr. Quaritch started the bid. 
ding at £1000, Mr. Ellis offered another £50, and ran Mr. Quaritc) 
up = £2000, for which price it was knocked down amidst much 
applause. 


26th February, 1890. —A little girl, named Elizabety 
Roberts, not quite ten years of age, was charged, at Chester, thi: 
day, with attempting to poison Annie Hodgkinson, to whom the 
virl's father was ra pe The child had taken great interest in the 

ay brick case, and some time before she put different compounds, 
mostly innocuous, in Hodgkinson’s tea. ‘atterly she substitute 
lead mixture, and her victim became \. F § ill. The accused 
repeatedly asked how Hodgkinson was, and once remarked, “| 
thought she would be dead, as I have given her poison.” sh. 
further stated that her grandfather had told her to use the druz, 
but this was not corroborated. A further remarkable admission of 
the girl was that on previous occasions she had attempted to poison 
her grandmother, w a ght does not remember this. In reply 
to the chairman, the child said, “ Mrs. Rider did told me todo it, 
She did told me.” Mrs. Rider stated that the prisoner and a com. 
panion used to “play at Mrs, Maybrick,” one affecting to be sick 
and the other pretending to be the poisoner. The accused was 
sent to an industrial school until she was sixteen. 


27th Fe , 1644.—Evelyn, writing of St. Cloes, says; 
“ At an inn in the village there is an host who treats all the greate 
persons in princely lodgings for furniture and plate, but they pay 
well for it, as I have don. Indeed, the entertainment is very 
splendid, and not unreasonable, considering the excellent manner 
oO! dressing their meate, and of the service. Here are many 
debauches and excessive revellings, being out of o he 


28th February, 1746.—This day was buried, at Kingston. 
on-Thamea, Hester Hammerton, the female sexton. “She pos. 
sessed great bodily strength, and would dig all the graves and ring 
the great bell herself.” 


lst March, 1553,—Francis Rabelais died this day. Col. 
ridge says, “ Beyond a doubt, Rabelais was among the deepest 1s 
well as boldest thinkers of his age.” It was an age of deadly 
intolerance in which he lived. To dissent from the church was to 
Lee arate stake. To criticise kings was mutilation or death un 
the scaffold. 


2nd March, 1881.—W. Walker, the famous swimmer, dicd 
this day. 


ee 


CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 
THERE's a time when the man who is barren of sin 
Seems a vicious and villainous creature, 
And the knave who is buried in vice to the chin 
Seems as pious and pure as a preacher. 


For the bad man appears than a saint sanctifieder, 
And the good man can swear like a sinner,— 

When the man has backed a rank racecourse outsider 
And the bad man has planked on the winner! 


———_.—_—_—— 


UP-HILL PHILANTHROPY. 

THOUGH we wouldn't so much as whisper a word calculated to 
dam the stream of philanthropic charity that flows from the well- 
to-do to the needy and stone-broke at this season of 


are acknowledged with gratitude. There's a certain little colony 
in Islington in which the work of gratuitously entertaining the 
brats of the poor “ain't all lavender,” and, a very short time ago, 
a hard-working young missionary took a small hall there in order 
to give the urchins an evening’s entertainment with dissolving 
views. Happening to pass through that neighbourhood early in 
the day, and wishing to see if the heavy snowstorm of the night 
before had delayed the arrival of the huge crate of slides, etc. 
ordered from the optician’s, he turned down the street in which the 
hall was located. In the middle of the thoroughfare an old h:t 
had been placed upon a stick, and the stick thrust into a plughole, 
and twenty or thirty rosy, but ragged youths were making snow- 
balls as hard as they pon go and pelting the hat from a marked- 
out cameo prnarally, “landing” fair on the “cadey” with a 
loud swipe each timc. The -natured young man smiled ina 
benevolent way, and presently cried, “ Bravo, bravo! Why, you're 
quite first-rate shots—all of you.” 

“8o we oughter be, mister,” replied one of the bigger ruffians, 
“we've been > seep ae sinct breakfast-time.” 

“Indeed! What for!” . 

“Why, there’s a blue-ribbon crackpot goin’ to give a mazic- 
lantern show here to-night, and—we don't want to miss him! 

The good young man smiled and passed on, and, later in the 
stieracon Seceel the slides away ina cab. There was no show 

nig’ 
——— 


ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 

No more sleepless nights, boys. You remember the genius of 
Battersea Reach who invented a machine to extract the smell out 
of the pickled onion before it was eaten? Well, night before la+t. 
he sat up all night trying his new Feline Midnight Concert Spittli- 
cating Tonic. It's a syrup that somehow deprives a cat of its 
voice without otherwise injuring it, and he says it’s more fun than 
seeing By enemy have the measles to watch five black toms sit 
on a tiled roof ing ugly faces at one another, wondering why 
the sound don't come! 

But Battersea Reach doesn’t soar alone. Plumstead Flats holds 
a genius who is going to do up Huxley or bust. He set an catiu:- 
house chicken on a railway refreshinent buffet pork pie and, 
up to last Wednesday, it had hatched out seventcen red 
croned ni pemares with long green ribbons on their tails. Bras. 

jums' 

It don't end here, however. No, not by a long chalk ; for 4 
philosopher living at Maryland Point, who lost sixteen shillings 
worth of garden seeds through his next door neighbour's fowls 
last year, registered a Scratching Chicken Catapult. It goes 
on the legs of the chicken just above the spurs, and, so sure # 
that chick starts scratching, the tension on the rubber causes !' 
to throw a complete back-somersault that so disconcerts an 
shames the bird, that it'll sneak off disgustedly and, like 
not, go and lay an addled egg in the coalecuttle and sulk fr 


weeks, 
pee ee 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropence- 
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the year, it ‘ 
mustn't be pepe that the efforts of all good and kind people | 


Satu 


[A cer 
vention 
ithent 


Saturday, February 28, 18¢5.) 


AUTOMATIC WITNESSES. 


certain writer seems to think that we may yet see a phonographic kind of 
Shen whereby—on the penny-in-the-slot basis—evidence may be extracted 
‘thont bringing witnerse= {nto court.) a 

WE live in wondrous 


= ‘ times indeed, 


SS / Wwe Now yy For scientific fit- 


~ nesses ; 
Sees THNS 5 For, lo! we ied may 
4 run and read 
idl ileal S Of “automatic wit- 
nesses.” 

Per Phonograph you 
“take” Pidan't 
scoff 

Some evidence not 


tottery, 
And in due course ‘tis 
given “oft” 
With great respect 
Unto effect 
By “ Penny-in-the- 
Slottery.” 


One benefit attends, 


you see, 
This evidence-col- 
i lection game, 
t Which is that now less 
chance there'll 


ff | 


Bar-bullies love the rack to py 
(Law being such a lottery 
On witnesses who be shy, 
But they'll but torture by-and-by 
By means of this 
Affair—I wis— 
By “ Penny-in-the-Slottery.” 


—_—s_——_ 


A FATAL NEGLECT. 


THERE was a decided air of confidence about young Miltone 
yronshake as he entered his lady Jove's presence, a jaunty self- 
; ion quite unbefitting the, as yet, unexcepted suitor. But 
iltone Byronshake was confident. Though he had made no 
mal offer of his hand, he had but to gaze into the tender blue 
es, to note the swect rose blushes of the maiden’s cheeks, to feel 
at his passion was reciprocated. 
Radiantly lovely looked the fair girl as she rose with unstudied 
ce from the satin covered lounge as her lover entered. Tender! 
sing the white jewelled hand she extended towards him to hi 
. he drew the 
inty, slender 
ure unresist- 
ly to his side, 
threw all his 
etic soul into 
long, tender 
nee of reverent 
miration. 
Darling,” he 
ied at length, 
pking an in. 
ectual effort to 
asess himself of 
hand, “have 
no word for 
» nO answer 


to" 

*To what, Mil- 
ne?” she asked, 
ri. 

* To my prayer, 
lith,” he re- 
ed, in n pained 
dice, “to the verses I sent you, the poetic outpouring of n heart 
rcharged with love, the purest, truest love for the fairest of 
rth’s Speen: for, for you, Edith. You, you got those verses, 
rest?” 


wr) 
—— <u) -) 


ee 


Ss 


For the “witness- 
vivisection” 


let “Ye.cs, I received them, certainly,” she admitted. 

ing “And you do not deem them wholly unworthy to plead my 
ie use,” he persisted, “believe me, they express the sentiment of 
gh is poor heart. Poor, untutored ith, for 


lines they may La Ed 

v are mine own, but rich, may I dare say, in their sincerity.” 
“I don’t doubt their originality, Miltone,” said the fair girl, asa 
ight sneer quivered upon her shapely lips; “there is only one 
me 1 object to about them.” 

“ And that, dearest?” he queried enperiy. 

“That,” she responded suddenly, disengaging herself from his 
mbrace, and striking the silver gong upon the table, “ that is that 
pu were fool enough to forget that they were originally addressed 
‘0 Alice,’ and you, traitor, who swore I was your ‘first love, have 
zlected to alter the name. Thomas—as the menial appeared — 
rt this rubbish to the door and hurl it down the steps.” An 
king back once more upon the luxurious cushions, the prow 
uty listened with glad anticipation for the dull thud which 
ould announce the full accomplishment of her commands. 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 24.—THE K1no's HEAD Gin. 


Ix London Town (for 
passing well 
I love good cau de 


out ne S tie) 

ri “eb There's ne'er a pub. whose 
its pariour bell 

ban Ilas not been rung by 
< me. 

4 But many a barmaid’s 
. heart is sore, 

olds And many a sweet 

rae young thing 

ads Is wondering why she 

pale , hears no more — 

ae The bell that I didring. 

ra And thus it is. I found 

ng within 

wis A certain snug hotel 

roe8 A certain maid, whose 

aS charms did win 

3 it My heart's best love so 

and 


wel 
That straight I made a 
solemn vow : 
2 “I'll cease to have my 
fling, 
And the King's Head bell shall be, from now, 
The only bell I'll ring!” 


Bu said, so done. And, since that time, 
So frequently I've sighed 
Beneath the power of love, that I'm 
Resolved to take a bride. 
But, thongh 1 hope cre long to wed, 
Ul wifeless live, by Jingo! 
Unless the belle from the guy King's Head 
~ Be the delle that in church 1 ring, O! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———— 


63 MAITLAND Pauk Roap, HAVERSTOCK HILL, 
February 12th, 1895, 

Dear S1R,—I have taken in “ALLY SLOPER” since the com- 
mencement of the last volume, and shoal! always do so. I suppose 
its circulation is enormous—and it thoroughly deserves it. Thike 
an —_— per, and if “SLOPER” is not original, I don't know 
what is. should like to obtain the first number. Will yo 
through your ocr erga column, tell me if I can get it, anc 
how much it would be? I shal! look — out for the answer.* 


Yours truly, ILBERT SCHOLFIELD, 
© Whilst thanki correspondent for his kindly appreciat sorry 
Paes him that the fret number ts por for Daa ig or 
he eee 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 19.—Barxum BOLINGBROKE SLOPER. 
Born, 1462. Killed in Chokey (date unknown). 

IT now becomes our painful duty to recount the shameful career 
of a man wholly unfitted to bear the aera name of Sloper, much 
less assume the honours and responsibilities attaching to the head 
of that great and glorious house. Hard though the task is, we 
do not shrink from it. At the outset we were aware that such 
difficulties as these would arise, but we then determined to suppress 
nothing, to extentunte naught, and we shall continue this policy 


with conscientious exactitu 
lt might have been su; that his father's awful fate would 
have a a sense of, at least, indignation in the heart of 


Barnum ingbroke. Nothing of the sort! The hardened scoun- 
drel exhibited no sign of sorrow, and it ison record that he was 
seen emerging from a Bodega in a blind speechless condition the 
very day he was informed of his parent's doom. 
But worse remains to be told. Barnum Bolingbroke applied for 
his father’s remains, but instead of interring them decently in the 
family vault, he got up a grand “ Lying in State,” extensively adver- 
tised it, and charged sixpence a time to all who cared to come and 
gaze upon the murdered O. 
Only when this ghastly attraction failed to draw did he at length 
allow the corpse of Algernon Absinthe to rest with his fathe 
and even then the funeral was but a sey moonrise affair, an 
quite unsuited to the exalted rank of the . 
But this was not the only way in which Barnum Bolingbroke 
tarnished the family honour. The of gold was firml 
a. ge in his heart, and no device was too ignoble to gain his 
ends. He threw open Mildew Court to the public at a small 
c , and the great feudal stronghold of the family fast 
deteriorated into a mere show place for the masses. 
parties devoured shrimps and winkles in the stately gardens, and 
were supplied with hot water at 14¢. a head, pleasure ts at six. 
_ an hour plied for hire upon and the shrieks of kiss- 
n-the-ring parties might be daily h from all parts of the 
grounds. Nothing was sacred to Barnum Bolingbroke. The most 
cherished traditions of his ancestors were related for the edification 
of the gaping mob, and rooms where this one was murdered, or 
that one hung himeelf were shown to all those who chose to pay 
the small extra charge. Barnum Bolingbroke made money at it, 
but the family lost caste terribly, and it is doubtful whether in 
after years it ever quite reeevarad {es lost prestige. 

The Baron was a conspicuous re at the Battle of Bosworth 
and supported Richard’s army unt! — sure that things were all 
U.P. with it, when he did a quick c into the other one, and 
was among the first to cry “ Long Live Henry VII.” 

But his treachery availed him little. The death-bed confession 
of his accomplice | sighbeg beyond question the revolting fact that 
Barnum Bolingbroke was one of the hired assassins whom Richard 
had to let out Algernon Absinthe's gore. Horror of the 
parricide was universal, he was seized and thrown into the Tower, 
where he languished for some years, being finally knocked on the 
head by a warder who had accused him of cheating at blind 
hookey’; but of the exact date of his death there is no actual record, 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


ccoveceeitiiuakin ee 
THE SIMPLE PASS ON. 

“ The simple pass on and are punishrd.”—SOLOMON. 

ALL dazed with amazement, they stand at the door 


Excursion 


Of the hall where the blers convene ; 
And the hearts that are em, and aching, and sore, 
Beneath bright-flushing brows, are unseen. 


The perfervid delight of excitement seems rife, 
And the brightness of light in the room 

Tells the simple a tale of the fulness of life, 
And the simple pass on to their doom ! 


The wild wolf of fraud lies awaiting his prey, 
In the garb of the lambkin atreysd 

And such as are prudent, not passing that way, 
Will the wiles of the wild wolf evade. 

But such as are simple see riches galore. 
In the smooth-spoken hypocrite’s “ boom" : 

They behold, with blind eyes, n Golconda in store, 
And the simple pass on to their doom! 


A score of fair tempters are spread on your path 
That anon would bring sorrow and shame : 

Pride, Idleness, Avarice, Gluttony, Wrath, 
Amongst others, are worthy that name. 

But the blight of Remorse will come down, like a frost, 

here the roses of Passion now bloom : 

And the wise will be warned of the ultimate cost, 

While the simple pass on to their duom ! 
——oae 


A GALLANT RESCUE. 

THE suspense was something awful. 

There—out in the middle of the ornamental Inke where the ice 
had broken—could be seen the head and shoulders of the poor 
young fellow who, only twu minutes ago, had n showing ‘em 
how Fish Smart generally did it, and who now seemed to have 
taken his ticket—and only a “single” at that—for a watery grave. 

“Git a ladder ! ” shouted somebody with the happy knack peculiar 
to the interested bystander ; but ladders seemed scarcer than raisins 
in a cookshop pudding. 

“Yus; or the drags!” cried another, wondering whether the 
coroner's fee of five shillings was still paid for found-drowned ‘uns, 

All this time pore weaker and weaker, the poor young 
skater battled with the ice around him. As the sun sank into the 
wnisty bosom of tho west the suspense rose to fever pitch. 

* Good—bye—all!" gurgled the unhappy young fellow, as his 
gee ee let go of the rugged edge of the ice. 

“ Hold (ue 

It was a clear, stentorian, but feminine voice that cried that one 
word, yet it seemed so full of promise that the drowning skater 
made a last despairing effort. At that instanta brave and beautiful 
girl rushed up, and, sitting down unceremoniously on a heap of 
snow, literally tore off her left boot. 

“Get into this and pull for the shore!” she yelled, as sho hurled 
it in the direction of the drowning man. 

Cheer? You never heard a crowd cheer like it! Tho instant 
they saw her feet by 4 recognised her as a Finsbury Park girl. and 
knew that she had but to make a sacrifice of half her footwear, 
and boats were not wanted. 

The ceremony, we may add, is to take place at the Registrar's 
next Monday, at eleven ; the happy bridegroom elect having quite 
recovered from the effects of his immersion, 

a 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
A SEASIDE “ Resort”: Getting a dip before breakfast (not this 
time o’ year, though) to avoid paying your legitimate tanner. 
A Note of Interrogation: “ Dear Sir, when are you going to pay 
that confounded bill?” 


63 
THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

It was night as Rhombo Baladdin stole up to the back gate of 
the harem, and met Mrs. Muley No.1. Beside her stood a tall 
negro slave—silent 
as the grave—for his 
tongue had bee 


lay a bag, appa- 

rently of consider- 

able weight, and 

towards it Mrs. 

Muley pointed. 
ere 


into ti 


done yourself, and 

it will be well done. 

Then back here at 

once, and we will at 

once off to the vessel 

ho ani us.” 
ure, it’s a pity 

to waste it if tie “ Here is some treasure.” 

any use at all,” said 

Rhombo, otherwise Mike M’Ginty, as the slave, in obedience toa 

sign from Mrs. Muley, swung the bag into the boat. 

It matters not,” said Mrs. Muley, firmly. “There is enough in 
the other bag to make us fabulously rich, and what is in this sack 
would be easily identified and difficult to dispose of. Away at 
once. The slave will row. Be you ready to push the bag over the 
edge of the boat as soon as you reach deep water.” 

“1 will if yee insist onit, but it’s clean waste, and I don’t like it.” 
Rhombo din was not a — rom by any means, He 
e 


sat in the bow of the boat besi while the slave rowed 
vigorously towards the open sea. And as he cogitated to himself, 
he thou; ht there would not be the least harm in feeling the bag 
= to have some idea of what it contained. It had been care- 
ully packed in such a way about the upper portions that nothing 
of a distinctive character could be discovered to the touch. The 
slave rowed on un- 
conscious of Mr. 
M’Ginty’s investiga- 
tion. 

“ Bejabbers! but it 
feela very like owld 
clothes,” said Mike at 
length to himself. 

“Sure Mrs. Muley 
A needn't have been 

anxiousabout shoving 
that in the water, 
= Owld boots, too!” 
== continued Mike. 
And then he sud. 


denly paused, and 
said “Oh!” for the 
old boots had made 


a demonstration that 
was singularly like a 
stifled kick. 

“The  murtherin’ 
divil, phat’s this?” 
muttered Mike, ns he 
looked over his shoul- 
der at the slave, who 
still rowed on, uncon- 
scious of Mike's in- 
vestigations. “I'll see 
the manin’ ov this 
afore I go much fur- 
Ie heaved up an oar. ther,” said Mike, as 

he whipped out a 
knife and slit a hole in the bag, to discover the ankles of a woman. 

“Mother of Moses! here's a pretty state of matters,” exclaimed 
Mike, as he elit up the remainder of the bag, to discover the form 
of Biddy M’Cann bound and eagsed. 

Mike M’'Giuty’s exclamation had been heard by the mute. The 
negro looked round, and when he saw the discovery which had 
been made, seats to his feet. He heaved up an onr as if to brain 
the Giaour who had thus exposed the secrets of his mistress, but 
the Giaour was too quick for him, and a winaine blow was planted 
between the negro’s eyes. Backwards he fel , tried to recover 
himself, went overboard, almost overturning the boat as his head 
with a sickening crash struck one of the rowlocks. 

“That should settle yez, ye ugly divil,” said Mike, as he turned 
towards Biddy. Quickly he cut the cords which bound her hauds 
and feet, and 
gently withdrew 
the gag which im- 
peded her speech. 

“My own dar. 
lin’, Biddy. Did 
the divils mean to 
murder yez!” 

“They did, Mike 
MGinty—thev 
did. Oh,what will 
I do now?” said 
Biddy M'Cann, 
feebly, as she re- 
covered her 
breath, 

“ Well, my dear, 
one thing ye 
mustn't do just at 

resent, is to faint. 
that would com- 
‘licate matters. 
fhe next thing is 
to make yereelf as 
aisy in your mind 
as yez possibly 
can, for it’s home 
to ould Ireland 
yer goin’, and it’s 
meeelf that’s goin’ 


wid a) 

“Oh, Mike, I 
wish we could.” 

“Well, it’s all 
right, we'll start 
now, 
when he wint overboard. Maybe I ought to look round for hima 
bit, but as he hasn't shouted, perhaps pe lipase to stay where he 
is, an’ he's welcome,.”—( Zo be concluded next week.) 


A stinging blow, 
It’s a blessin’ that blackguard didn't take the oar with him 


64 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-KOLIDAY. 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. NOT WHAT HE DESIRED. 


Wy 


y 
6 


No, 365.—SURGEON HUGH Gnrirritis, RN. F.0.8, 
“uur hero has always been fond of music, comic songs and 
acrobats. Even when a small kid in his cradle his nurse would 
soothe him to sleep by singing the latest comic songs and by 
kiving him a tambourine or a banjo to play with instead of a 


Professor Giglampe, My good man, you shou 
baby's age Before he re Lae school “rg en ee his baw! “taters hall ‘ot,” yon should susais rey tite 
Jowons in the nurery standing on vend. ne Reetor (to his Curate). Do you umlerstand skating, Mr. Golightly ? and say all Aot. 
educated at Cheltenham College he studiei for the medical Curate ahoee peters for Sembilan to join the palin Sarena): Oh, yes; thorougnly. Taterman. go ft hasperate the haitch, ye bi;- 
Profession at King's Colleze Hospital, london, where for many Kector (grimly), Then concoct a sermon for next Sunday on the follics of the pastime. Cume on. norant hold bass! Hi haltus do! 


years he was wont to amuse the patients, etc., at the annual 
Christmas Tree Fatertalnmeerts MR ges songs and - 
dances, He afterwaris ent t ” ‘avy as & surgeon, 

where he is well known as an amateur comedian and banjoist. DUCK SHOOTI NG. 
Chiefly because he is a first-rate amateur actor Surgeon Hugh 
Grifiths was created F.0.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
vresented to him January 26th, 1895."—Ueb-ett Lmproved, 


THE WHYS AND WHEREFORES. 
Fond Parent. Recollect, Charles, my sou, that I smite you 
more in sorrow than in anger. 
Young Hopeful. It taint w-why you smites me, but whrre— 
that's my trouble. 


(1) But Swamps, Now, then, sir. Quiet does it. Them ‘ere ducks is wonderful part, and the reckless youth vanished for a space from mortal ken.——(5) 5’! 
shy, but if we take and crawl out be'ind them ‘ere rushes we shall come upon ‘em Swamps. 'Elp yer hout? No, mister! I dassen't do it. I may be poor, but I ‘ave 
unawares like.—(2) That's it, mister. Wait till yer git ‘em in a line together pone ea | when I axes meself “Ham I to pull out a gent wot acts a bloomin 


and then fire. You'll find the old gal kick a bit, very like, coz she've got tue pound hacroback all over the shop and scares away the ducks for six years to come by ‘- 
and a ‘arf o° powder in ‘er, and a old ‘at! ~Now’s the time !—-(3) Bang!!! Then —sky-larkin’?” conscience up an’ arnswers, “Not under five ering! down.” 


the “old gal” did “kick a bit” and no mistake, and Dounder, with a wailing Then Bounder satisfied Swamps's “conscience” and hobbled off to the le unt 
shriek of unutterable sadness, shot backwards with railroad speed across the ice-clad Turnip to enjoy his ague, pedals rheumatic fever and influenza in peace aml 
fen,——(4) Regariless of the indignant shouts of the hireling Swamps he continued —_ quietness, till the next weekly train for London starts, whilst Swamps scooted off (0 
his wild career, till a sudden obstacle checked his course just at a thin and deep _ his humble home fully convince! that he had acted nobly throughout. 

OH, WHAT A SUSPRISE: GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. EASILY MANAGED. HIS GRACE. 


TIMR—11.15 PAM. : 


Swell, The last train for Trottingham is at 11.30, is it not, their | 
P > eer ; 
Porter, Yus, gur,on Thursdays only ; the next train now Is as if / 
at 7 to-morrow morning. 
( Pheasant sor Squasbe, who has brought his girl up to were ; 
ae Drury Lane Pantomime, 
ERAGE 


i One of the Honourable’s great faults ie that ; sine? 
A BACKBITER. he eae precipitant. Faney popping the anes “ Why, Charlie, you are a swell! How do you make Gus. Come along, girls, copy me; I wank soictecit It is asts 
“Say, Mr. Atkins, you're something like a tobacconist’s shop : tion to a girl like this the second time of meet- your moustachios stick out like that?” “Oh, I simply you that skating is the must graceful of al pe the beer 
: all frout and no back.” ing! No wonder he lost her ! wet them and twist them up, and the frost does the rest.’ (They are con fiver by ta 
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